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In April of 1999 my mom, Shirley, passed away. With my dad, Herb, still 
very much alive then, that was my first experience at losing a parent. 
Usually at a parent’s funeral, the regrets heard in a eulogy from a son 
or daughter are, “I wish I would have told them how much I loved them,” 
or, “I wish I could have made them proud.” The truth is both of them 
knew how much I loved them, and I know how proud they were of me.
During my mom’s eulogy, my brother Jeff mentioned one regret 
that rang true for all three of her sons: “Mom taught us how to hit a 
baseball and Dad taught us how to drive.” We really wish it had been 
the other way around. For sure, that is our only regret. My parents 
were not only wonderful and loving but true lifelong friends.
Mom and Dad, thank you for mapping the road to an amazing and 
blessed life. This book is dedicated to your loving memory.
A L  C L A R K
My parents were my inspiration too. As an only child, I could have 
inherited my dad’s radiology practice in the skyscraper (and the only 
remaining Art Deco building) in downtown Passaic, New Jersey. But 
that was not to be— not for a boy who found writing a breeze but 
struggled with math and science courses. Against their advice to 
pursue law (because I was so argumentative) or some other lucrative 
occupation, I chose journalism, the only career that could bring me 
into a baseball world I could not attain as an athlete.
I still remember my dad talking about watching Carl Hubbell and 
the New York Giants in the Polo Grounds. And I remember watching 
the 1957 World Series with him on a black- and- white Zenith with the 
sound turned off. His quiet but detailed explanations turned me into 
a fan.
Had that not happened, I never would have met Al Clark, who will 
be a cherished friend for life.
So thanks again, Miriam and Ezra, for putting up with a boy’s dreams 
and helping him realize them. My work on this book is dedicated to 
you. I only wish you were here to read it.
D A N  S C H L O S S B E R G
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Foreword
When people talk about “inside baseball” or “the inner game,” 
they’re referring to what’s really happening on the field while the 
fans in the stands and even the media members sit clueless as to 
the hidden intrigue.
Most players have histories with opponents. Perhaps an alter-
cation might have taken place while they were in the Minors or 
in high school or college. Maybe some score was left unsettled. 
Or some wild night on the town forever bonded the two souls 
suddenly facing each other.
Player- umpire relationships are like that, too. They’ve always 
intrigued me.
For one thing, how do players, coaches, and managers learn 
the names of the umpires? Umps are seldom announced, even 
though their names usually appear on the scoreboard before a 
game. Rookies are rarely introduced to umpires, as in “Choo 
Choo, meet Augie Donatelli!” But players do learn umpire names, 
grunt out greetings, and on occasion even hear, “He’s a straight 
shooter. He gives you a lot of space to make your point, he’s not 
trigger- happy, and he calls a good game.” Occasionally.
More often, players and umpires have a Minor League history 
that isn’t fully forgotten.
Players hear that so- and- so is a “terrible umpire” and the rea-
son they’re hitting .211 is the fault of an umpire with a ridiculous 
excuse for a strike zone. Sort of like the reason you’ve had your 
license suspended three times is that the cops are picking on you 
when you’re only driving ninety- one miles per hour.
Smart players learn umpires’ names.
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Al Clark was easy because his first name was on his cap. When 
the leagues had distinct umpiring crews, Al worked for the Amer-
ican League and his hat read al.
He also wore glasses. Good grief. The single biggest point of 
ridicule for old- time umps was the suggestion by managers or 
players that the culprit couldn’t see straight— it was unheard of 
for any ump to be caught dead in glasses.
Unlike players, whose reflexes start to fade around the age of 
forty, umpires often last decades longer. I can only imagine how 
those old- time umpires must have dreaded the aging process, 
when a little lens assistance would surely have been welcome. Al 
Clark not only wore glasses and had his name on his head, but 
was the son of the only form of human life players consider lower 
than an umpire: a sportswriter. And did I mention he was Jewish?
Herb Clark, a gifted journalist with the Trenton (New Jersey) 
newspapers, covered the Yankees from a perch in the Yankee 
Stadium press box. As the team’s public relations director, I sat 
next to him on many occasions and heard of his love of the game 
in general and the Yankees in particular. Herb knew his stuff, 
knew the history, and was an engaging fellow with whom to watch 
a game.
When Al Clark made his umpiring debut at Yankee Stadium, 
I poked Herb in the ribs and joked, “Any relation?”
“Yeah,” he said. “He’s my son.”
You could have knocked me over with a ball- and- strike indicator.
“You have a son who’s an umpire?” I asked. “A Major League 
umpire?”
All of us in the press box started paying special attention to 
Herb’s son, who went on to work in the Majors. A solid profes-
sional, he led the tough life of a sports official, both enamored of 
the glamor of the big leagues and cautiously distancing himself 
from it.
I learned from Eric Gregg, the gregarious National League 
umpire with whom I wrote a book, what a lonely life an ump 
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could lead. He traveled in groups of four, never mixed with play-
ers, and had few friends in each city— if he had any at all. He 
hoped to do his job in relative obscurity because that was a sign 
of nothing having gone wrong.
At the ends of their careers, umpires tend to be measured by 
the big games in which they appeared, even if they had little to 
do with those history- making events. They are also measured by 
the postseason and All- Star games for which they are selected— 
often by seniority or rotation.
They are treated well in the box scores, where their first and 
last names are listed. Players see only their last names.
Players also see how to behave— or risk ejection by the um-
pires. Our man Al was rather conservative, tossing only sixty- five 
offenders in the course of twenty- six years, but one of those of-
fenders was the mild- mannered Cal Ripken Jr. He’ll tell you what 
happened later in this book.
The ultimate measure of an umpire is the character of the man 
and the day- to- day respect he earned within his profession. Al 
honed his craft well and served baseball nobly for a long time. 
He was well regarded by his peers— even though he was among 
those whose strike calls never sounded like the word “strike.”
Shortly after he retired his whiskbroom, Al endured a charac-
ter bump, a surprising anticlimax that he covers here with admi-
rable honesty. His is a story of triumph, error, and rebirth. He 
gives us a revealing glimpse into those who get us through those 
54 outs each day so that the game can be inscribed into the pag-
es of baseball history.
Finally let me say a word about my friend Dan Schlossberg, 
Al’s coauthor on this work. The pairing of Schlossberg and Clark 
is the best match I’ve seen since a guy named Lewis took another 
Clark to explore America together.
Dan has always been an astute observer of the game, whether 
writing books with players, broadcasters, or umpires or just 
chronicling the game’s charm through assorted compendia of 
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literature. His Baseball Catalog and Baseball Book of Why will 
always stand as important reference books for things not found 
elsewhere. Dan had just the right curiosity to draw out Al’s fas-
cinating story.
Together they’ve given us an intriguing look at a side of the 
game we seldom see.
M A R T Y  A P P E L
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Preface
Al Clark and I are so much alike that it’s frightening.
Two Jewish kids from New Jersey, we weren’t good enough to 
play baseball. But we loved the game so much that we found oth-
er means of reaching the Major Leagues and rubbing elbows with 
the stars we idolized. In fact, sometimes we rubbed them the 
wrong way.
Al and I are affable but outspoken individuals who march to 
the beat of a different drummer. We love to laugh and shared 
many comical moments as we collaborated on this book. That’s 
especially true because Al is an umpire who fancies himself a 
writer, whereas I am a writer who loves to make the snap deci-
sions required of an umpire— and to defend them when an ar-
gument ensues.
The project took well over a year, from the time fellow author 
Marty Appel and literary agent Rob Wilson introduced us at Fol-
ey’s New York to the excruciating (for me) word- by- word revi-
sion of the chapters I sent to Al for review. Suffice to say that we 
did not always concur, just as we had friendly but heated dis-
agreements during the 2012 political campaign. All I can say is 
it’s a good thing Al has a loud voice— honed by years of bellow-
ing at such notorious umpire baiters as Billy Martin, Earl Weav-
er, and Dick Williams.
I must confess that Al Clark taught me more about the game 
in a year than I had learned in forty- four years as a denizen of 
the baseball press box.
I had no idea, for example, that every game I watch involves 
three teams: the visitor, the home team, and the umpiring crew. 
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Nor did I know umpires, like pitchers and catchers, used signals 
to communicate during games.
Al Clark was no ordinary umpire. In fact, he was one of a kind.
He lasted twenty- six years in the Majors, long enough to rank 
ninth in career games umpired, and officiated in Nolan Ryan’s 
three- hundredth win, Randy Johnson’s first no- hitter, Cal Rip-
ken’s record- breaker, and the sudden- death playoff game punc-
tuated by Bucky Dent’s home run.
He worked the World Series that was stopped by an earth-
quake, survived an Oklahoma tornado, watched Mount St. Hel-
ens erupt, and took a fan to court for dousing him with beer af-
ter a game.
He also wondered whether Venezuelan Winter League fans 
were serious when they yelled, “Kill the umpire!”
A genuinely nice guy with a heart of gold, Al loves kids, ani-
mals, and golf even more than he once loved wine, women, and 
song. He even offered to chisel a fake golf club while he was in-
carcerated for four months following a post- career snafu but was 
turned down because the warden thought a fellow inmate might 
reshape it into a spear.
His life has been a true roller- coaster ride. The son of a sports-
writer I knew during my days at the Associated Press (ap), Al 
tried his hand at teaching and writing before realizing he would 
rather eat steak than hamburger. Umpiring, which he tried and 
enjoyed as a second summer job while in high school, seemed 
like a viable alternative with a better ceiling— if he succeeded 
against enormous odds.
He had already mastered the difficult art of blowing the shofar 
on the High Holy Days, so what could be so difficult about learn-
ing the baseball rule book and executing the art of umpiring? 
After finishing umpire school and a four- year tenure in the Mi-
nors, he proved he was ready.
In the pages that follow, Al reveals how he intimidated An-
druw Jones into signing autographs, why he ejected Frank Rob-
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inson during the National Anthem, and what his dad, Herb, said 
that got him thrown out of the umpires’ room at Yankee Stadium.
I hope you’ll enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed put-
ting it together.
D A N  S C H L O S S B E R G
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Introduction
In twenty- six years as a Major League umpire, I never experi-
enced anxiety. A lifetime of making controversial calls, arguing 
with angry managers, and receiving a constant barrage of boos, 
curses, and even thrown objects never bothered me.
Going to jail did.
As my wife and I pulled into the parking lot at the federal cor-
rectional facility in Petersburg, Virginia, I felt fear that I had 
never experienced before. More than anything else, it was a fear 
of the unknown. The pit in my stomach was eating at me from 
the inside, if that is at all physically possible. There was also an 
ache in my head that I had never felt before. My shoulders and 
my chest were shaking. The fear wouldn’t abate until the car 
stopped and I was able to take some deep breaths. I was able to 
get out and start walking toward the administration doors of the 
facility. I remember vividly how terribly uncomfortable that feel-
ing was.
Don’t forget: I was in a foreign place and didn’t know the lan-
guage.
The minute I reported, they took away all my valuables. Al-
though I was incarcerated, I was never behind bars, never in a 
cell. Not for a single day or a single hour. But my freedom was 
to be taken away for four months (120 days).
The most difficult thing about going to prison was knowing 
that I’d fucked up.
All the other stuff— the embarrassment over what I had lost— 
didn’t matter. At that point, when I walked into the facility, all of 
that was insignificant. The peripheral stuff was not important.
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What was important was the here and now. I had never been 
involved in any legal issue near that extent in my entire life and 
never thought that I would be in that kind of situation.
But, hey, stuff happens. Shit happens. You make the wrong de-
cisions and you’ve got to pay for them. I made a mistake and had 
to pay for it. I created the situation myself, regardless of who else 
was involved. I had the wherewithal, always, to make the deci-
sion to say no. And for whatever reasons, I didn’t. That created 
the situation that it did.
Years later I realized how ironic it was that I had been trained 
to make the correct decision— and make it quickly— but made 
the wrong decision when I had time to think about it.
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11 The Family Clark
I took a circuitous route to Major League Baseball.
My grandfather’s family came to New York from Europe and 
went through the difficult immigration process at Ellis Island. 
They eventually owned a hotel on Far Rockaway, Long Island, 
called the Seaside House. That’s where my grandfather met my 
grandmother.
Around 1920, when income tax came into existence, the fam-
ily didn’t want to raise any red flags with the government as far 
as their family- owned business was concerned, so they thought 
it would be best if they changed the family name. My grandfa-
ther graduated from college in New York with a degree in ac-
counting; he became an accountant and changed his name from 
Sklarz to Clark. That’s how my dad became Herbert Clark and I 
became Alan Clark. All our cousins on the paternal side are still 
named Sklarz.
My paternal grandfather was named Sidney and my grand-
mother was Sadie. My mother’s parents were Phillip and Ida Mar-
shall; from them I got my middle name. All four of them lived 
to hear me blow the shofar in my synagogue on the High Holy 
Days. I love the name Sidney. If I had been fortunate enough to 
have a daughter, she would have been named Sydney; Sydney 
Clark would have been a strong name for a woman.
I learned my love of baseball from my dad, Herb. He was a 
sportswriter so our afternoon conversations always had to do 
with sports. He took me to schoolboy games he was covering in 
and around Trenton, where we lived, and later to Major League 
games in New York and Philadelphia. Dad was a sportswriter in 
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Trenton, and he took me with him many times, to many places, 
including schoolyard ballparks. I loved it. When I was a kid of 
seven or eight years old I used to run around the bases while he 
was doing interviews. I think infield dirt got into my blood then.
Baseball was always my favorite sport and still is. I love the 
game of baseball. I remember Dad bought me The Thinking Man’s 
Guide to Baseball when I was about twelve or thirteen years old. 
It was probably over my head at the time, and it seemed very 
complicated to me. But I got through it and still remember some 
of the formulas that the author, a New York sportswriter named 
Leonard Koppett, wrote. I actually met him years later and we 
talked about his book. But that was the genesis of my enjoyment 
of the game. As I got older, and got into baseball, I no longer was 
a baseball fan. A baseball fan likes teams and is a fan of teams 
and players. Instead I became a fan of baseball.
I think the game, no matter where it’s played or how it’s played, 
is such a thinking man’s game, every day. Everything changes 
every day and every inning. So much depends upon the players 
and the situation— whether it’s a left- handed pitcher or a right- 
handed pitcher, and so on. It’s just a wonderful experience to go 
through an entire baseball game. And the game’s strategy is so 
different if the score is 1– 0 or 2– 1, as opposed to 8– 1 or 10– 0. You 
look at the game differently. Your interest is different.
I am the oldest of three brothers who grew up in suburban 
Ewing Township, New Jersey, near the state capital of Trenton. I 
played high school baseball and basketball, but wasn’t very good 
at either one. In basketball, I was a guard, a defensive ace, but I 
had white man’s disease; I couldn’t jump. I went wherever the 
ball went, while everybody else played a zone. I could run and 
worked hard. I played varsity basketball at Ewing, but don’t think 
I’ve played a basketball game since.
I wasn’t good enough to play baseball beyond high school. I 
tried to play later for the Eastern Kentucky University team but 
didn’t make the cut. As a baseball player, I was a weak- hitting, 
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weak- armed catcher, but always had good judgment; that’s prob-
ably why I became an umpire. When people ask me why chose 
umping, I tell them that I realized it was a whole lot easier to call 
a curveball rather than to hit a curveball. I was probably a .280 
hitter— not good enough to play anywhere.
At Ewing High School, I always blamed my coach for not play-
ing me more. Like any player who didn’t play, I just knew it wasn’t 
my fault. But his evaluation was spot- on: as a catcher, I was prob-
ably a better umpire.
In the pal Cub League I played for the Yankees team; one of 
my teammates was Bob Ryan, later a baseball writer, author, and 
espn talking head out of Boston. His first newspaper job was 
writing for my dad at the Trenton Times. One time during 
practice— Bob and I still laugh about this— he was pitching and 
beaned me, hitting me right in the head. He says that’s the rea-
son I became an umpire and he became a writer.
I learned about syllables when I was a young boy. My dad be-
lieved in spankings. The way I was disciplined and spanked helped 
me learn syllables. It was never child abuse— just good discipline. 
My dad would spank me on each syllable: “Do, you, un- der- 
stand?” That usually came after “You will al-ways o-bey your 
mother.” That was a hard and harsh lesson.
My mother, on the other hand, was the most supportive mom 
there was. She was born in Massachusetts, came to Trenton, and 
met my dad at the Trenton Jewish Community Center. My par-
ents were married more than fifty years and had a happy life, 
mostly in Trenton. Mother attended every baseball game I played. 
She followed my playing career and my umpiring career as she 
did my brother’s careers. She was a great mom. She would pro-
tect us against my father. She would let things slide when we did 
things that were slightly wrong. She was a good mom, a loving 
mom. What more can I say than that?
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I never had any intention of umpiring as a career. No one grows 
up wanting to be an umpire. You grow up wanting to be a player. 
But when that hard, harsh realization sets in that you’re not good 
enough to be a player, you set your sights elsewhere.
I loved collecting baseball cards and wish I still had the ones 
I collected as a boy. I know one thing— the Mickey Mantle and 
Yogi Berra cards made great motorcycle sounds on my bicycle 
wheels. I cherished those cards, but never saw them again after 
I went to college. They may still be behind the upstairs eaves in 
the house where I grew up. I started umpiring in and around the 
Trenton area when I was sixteen, in part because it gave me an 
opportunity to earn extra money during summer vacations. As 
an amateur umpire, I was paid $6 per game (to work home plate) 
or $5.50 to work the bases. Out of that, I had to give 5 percent 
back to the assigner. I still hold the record in the Delaware Val-
ley Umpires Association for working six hardball games in one 
day, earning a total of $36, minus 5 percent. That day, I called two 
Little League games, two Babe Ruth League games, an American 
Legion game, and a semi- pro game.
Even as an amateur, I wanted to be as good as I could be, at 
whatever level I was working. And who better to watch and to 
emulate than a Major League umpire? I knew Major League um-
pires were the best in the world.
As a student at Ewing High I was only average. I got by.
One of the things I remember most about high school is the 
work I had to do during the summer. I didn’t think it was cool 
living through it, but I’ll thank my dad until my last living breath 
for this: he made me read at least three books during the sum-
mer vacation— and then write reports on them. They didn’t have 
to be sports books. They could be anything I chose. I had to read 
the book reports to him aloud while standing. I was constantly 
reading, all year, and learning how to write, too. I learned how 
to retain what I had read, put thoughts on paper, as in a book 
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report, and did that every summer. Even senior year, the assign-
ment stood. That’s a memory I cherish.
Maybe that’s why I turned to writing. Maybe that’s why I wasn’t 
afraid to speak in front of crowds. Maybe all that combined to 
put the pieces of the puzzle together so I could perform in pub-
lic and not be intimidated. It all started when I was a kid. As my 
dad was assigning book reports, I realized that writing was fun. 
I still feel that with the correct adjectives and with a flair for 
words, you can draw a picture in one’s mind as they’re reading. 
The whole concept intrigued me.
I also learned to type, thanks to my dad. When I was a sopho-
more in high school we had two elective classes to choose. My 
dad made me elect typing. I was the only guy in the class. It was 
embarrassing at the time but it turned out quite well, because my 
social life got a whole lot better. And I learned how to type. I be-
came a good typist and have used that ability for my whole life. 
While in college, where reports had to be typed, I charged fifty 
to seventy- five cents a page to type other guys’ reports.
When I was growing up my best friend was my next- door neigh-
bor, Phil Moran. Our doors were twenty- nine feet apart— we 
measured the distance. We owned many pets— parakeets, dogs, 
rabbits— together, fed them together, and buried them together.
Phil was Roman Catholic but knew my haftorah better than I 
did. We had a vinyl record that my rabbi, Solomon Pole, had got-
ten with a recording of the haftorah in Hebrew. I played it over 
and over and over. Since Flip (my nickname for him) was always 
in our house, we would chant and sing it together. I would say, 
“Flip, it’s your turn,” and he would say, “Al, it’s your turn.” That’s 
how we learned it. At the ceremony, he chanted the haftorah with 
me. He also lip- synched my speech to the congregation. I’m the 
guy who went to Hebrew School. It was one of the many things 
we did together.
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Flip and I were in “business” together, from selling lemonade 
to shoveling snow and cutting grass. We put up a basketball hoop 
in his backyard. He said to put the bricks as a stabilizer in front 
of the pole that held up the backboard but I said to put them in 
the back. We did what he said and the backboard came out 
crooked. To this day, I blame him for making it crooked.
He was always the smart guy— he went to Canisius College and 
Rutgers University Law School Camden, and eventually became 
a lawyer. I attended Eastern Kentucky and became an umpire.
One of my best childhood memories is going to my first big league 
game. I was a little boy, about seven or eight, when my dad took 
me to Yankee Stadium. The Yankees weren’t very good then but 
I was very excited. Here I was, a young Yankees fan, going to 
Yankee Stadium for the first time. It was just like Billy Crystal 
said: walking through the portals and seeing all that the green 
grass was mesmerizing.
The Red Sox were there. Both Mickey Mantle and Ted Wil-
liams were playing. We sat along the first base side, way upstairs. 
There were a lot of empty seats that day. As the game progressed 
I was looking at the players, I was looking at the field, I was watch-
ing the game, and, all of a sudden, I turned to my left and saw 
my dad with his legs over the seats in front of him. To my amaze-
ment, he was sleeping. Years later, it occurred to me how ironic 
it was that my dad fell asleep at Yankee Stadium. Although I didn’t 
sleep that day, many people later accused me of sleeping when I 
was working behind the plate at Yankee Stadium.
My dad was a writer but he was biased. He covered the New 
York Yankees, and he was a Yankees fan. Whatever the Yanks did 
was absolutely fine with him. If something went against the Yan-
kees, he would write that the Yankees got screwed. The team cer-
tainly appreciated him; Gil McDougald once gave my dad a pair 
of his shoes. Herb had them resoled and wore them for years. He 
proudly said he was wearing Yankee shoes.
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My dad’s passion for the team and my career as an umpire lat-
er caused a conflict for us both one night. My dad was covering 
a game I was working at Yankee Stadium. There was a contro-
versial play that I called against the home team. He was asked to 
go into the umpires’ dressing room as the pool reporter. All the 
writers knew I was his son. He came in and was welcomed by all 
the umpires. They all knew Herb and liked him— but on that 
particular day, he asked me a slanted, pointed question that im-
plied I blew a play against the Yankees. He wanted to know if I 
was in the right position to make the call. At that point I wasn’t 
Al Clark, Herb’s son; I was Al Clark, the umpire. I took offense 
and not so politely asked him to leave the room.
I was still living in New Jersey and in the heat of the moment 
had forgotten I had ridden with him from Trenton to Yankee 
Stadium. After he was ejected, I realized I had to meet him in the 
working press room, where he was writing and filing his story. 
Needless to say, that trip back to Trenton was a long ride for Al, 
the son. I was lectured about decorum, about how to treat dads. 
I tried to explain that at that point he wasn’t my dad but just a 
writer being biased and stupid. He didn’t quite see it that way.
I was glad to get back to Trenton that night. I drove myself to 
the ballpark the next day.
Things were simpler when I was growing up.
As a patrol boy in elementary school, we used to go on field 
trips. The Phillies had Patrol Boy Day on a Saturday in May that 
attracted busloads of kids. The stands of Connie Mack Stadium 
were filled with patrol boys from all over the Delaware Valley.
Even though Trenton was closer to Philadelphia, I became a 
Yankees fan because my dad was a Yankees fan. Yankee Stadium 
was where we went. As I got a bit older, I used to take the train 
into Philadelphia, to old Connie Mack Stadium in North Philly, 
and that was a good time, a good experience, and everything, 
but I was still a fan of the Yankees.
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Unlike friends whose boyhood heroes were Mickey Mantle or 
Roger Maris, my idol was a left- handed pitcher from Trenton 
named Al Downing. Although I’m eight or ten years younger, I 
knew him a little bit as a youngster. After he signed with the Yan-
kees I wrote to him as any youngster might in those days. A true 
professional, he always wrote me back.
When Downing got to the big leagues he wore number 24 for 
the Yankees. From that point I tried to wear number 24 wher-
ever I played. When I first got to the big leagues American League 
umpires didn’t wear numbers. Years into my career al officials 
opted to number their umpires. We were given the opportunity 
to choose numbers according to seniority. I chose number 24 
and wore it for all the years I remained in the big leagues.
Downing wore 24 only with the Yankees. He went on to Los 
Angeles before finishing his career with Cincinnati. He also spent 
time with the Oakland A’s and Milwaukee Brewers. That didn’t 
make any difference to me. I kept a scrapbook on him when I 
was a kid and followed his career. I wanted to be just like Al 
Downing.
He reached the big leagues before I did and is remembered 
today as the pitcher who gave up a grand slam to Ken Boyer in 
the 1964 World Series and Hank Aaron’s 715th home run— the 
one that made him the career home run champion— ten years 
later. He also led the American League in strikeouts in 1964.
Steve Braun, a friendly rival, made it to the Major Leagues, 
too. He played for Minnesota, Kansas City, Seattle, and St. Lou-
is. We grew up together and were about the same age. Steve was 
from Hopewell Township, a suburb of Princeton. I don’t know 
that I rooted for him so much as I hoped he did well. I played 
against him in both baseball and basketball while in high school.
One of the best high school basketball players in New Jersey, 
Steve averaged 28 or 29 points per game. He was a little taller 
than I was but also stronger and a better athlete. When we were 
going to play Hopewell Valley, my high school basketball coach 
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decided to employ a box- and- one on defense with me as the 
chaser. I was to chase Steve Braun all night. I had a very good 
night, holding him to about 12 or 13 points before fouling out. 
That one game might have been the shining moment of my en-
tire high school basketball career.
Years later, when Steve was playing and I was umpiring in the 
Venezuelan Winter League, he and his wife celebrated Thanks-
giving with my wife, Karen, and me in our apartment in Caracas.
My life also had some unexpected twists and turns.
Before I broke into umpiring as a profession, I was a substitute 
teacher in a vocational/technical high school and other high 
schools. It wasn’t fulfilling for me to be a teacher. I wanted to do 
something else, and that’s when I turned to writing. I was pri-
marily a sportswriter for newspapers in Trenton but I also did 
some feature writing for magazines. I had been a feature writer 
for the Eastern Progress, the newspaper at Eastern Kentucky Uni-
versity, and enjoyed the interaction with athletes and others in 
the college community and then having a byline in the paper.
I’m the eldest of three siblings. Marty is ten years younger than 
I am and Jeffrey is seven years younger. Marty lives in Lawrencev-
ille, outside Trenton, and Jeffrey lives in Chandler, near Phoenix. 
Jeff loved sports but wasn’t the athlete Marty and I were. Marty 
even followed my lead and was a catcher when he played base-
ball. In our house, growing up in a sports environment with my 
dad, you either loved sports or were a great student. Jeff was the 
great student.
I love my brothers very much. I used to take both of them with 
me everywhere. I would take Jeff and his best friend, Ricky Mead-
ow, to see the New York Giants and Philadelphia Eagles at Palm-
er Stadium in Princeton on the university campus. That was an 
exhibition game that they looked forward to every year. We used 
to sit in the top row, the top seats, somewhere in the stadium. 
But you know what? It didn’t make any difference: we were at the 
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stadium and it was a great day with my brother and his friend. 
We always had a great time.
I had a big newspaper boy’s basket on my bike, and I used to 
put Marty in the basket. We traveled to watch baseball games, to 
play baseball, to the store— wherever— and he loved it.
Jeff used to have a little trouble with possessives. Our grand-
parents lived in Miami, and every December, we would pack the 
car and go to Miami with mom and dad. I talked about going to 
Miami from Thanksgiving on. Jeff could never quite get “Miami.” 
He always called it “Yourami.”
Even though I followed my father’s career footsteps for a while, 
our family took different career paths. There was a time, how-
ever, that my brother Marty thought about becoming a profes-
sional umpire.
Long after his aspirations dissipated, we actually worked a game 
together. While barnstorming at the end of spring training one 
year, the Baltimore Orioles hosted the St. Louis Cardinals in an 
exhibition game at old RFK Stadium in Washington. Since there 
were only three umpires assigned, I called Marty Springstead, 
supervisor of al umps, and asked if my brother Marty, an ama-
teur umpire, could join me on the field and umpire third base. I 
had been assigned to work home plate and promised to take care 
of my brother if anything out of the ordinary occurred during 
the game. It was a pleasure to walk onto a big league field with 
my brother and umpire a game together.
Cal Ripken Sr. came out to exchange the lineup card for the 
Orioles. I introduced him to my brother. Cal, in his inimitable 
way, said something a little derogatory. Cal Sr. didn’t have a whole 
lot of nice things to say to any umpires. He said he felt sorry for 
Marty being my brother and having to put up with a big league 
umpire in the family.
It was an inconsequential spring training game but created a 
great memory for the Clark family. It was the only time we um-
pired together.
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Marty became an umpire in the Delaware Valley Umpires As-
sociation and was president of the association. He is a New Jer-
sey state scholastic rules interpreter. He also officiates basketball 
and soccer. Marty has earned much respect as an official and I 
am very proud of him.
Although he might have liked to join me in the Major Leagues, 
it’s really difficult to follow an older brother’s footsteps in the 
same profession, especially a public one like professional sports. 
Marty had aspirations to become an nba referee. He got as far 
as sessions with the Philadelphia 76ers and New York Knicks in 
their preseason camps. The Celtics also flew him up to Boston 
for a session.
Long after we were adults and had families of our own, Marty 
and I had a falling out, a rift that kept us apart for twenty years. 
It took some maturity and understanding but we were able to 
put everything behind us and become the brothers that we should 
be. We may have even grown closer.
We were all in Phoenix for my dad’s funeral in 2008 when my 
sister- in- law Kathy, Jeff ’s wife, sat us down: Jeffrey, Marty, and 
me. She said, “The fight between you two guys was something 
that neither your mother nor your father appreciated, liked, or 
could understand.” She looked at me and said, “Do you want to 
have Marty in your life as your brother?” I said, “Yes.” She looked 
at Marty and said, “Do you want to have Alan in your life as your 
brother?” He said, “Yes.”
Then she said, “This is what is going to happen: from this point 
forward, neither of you will ever talk to each other again about 
the feud you had that lasted all these years. From now on, you 
guys will only be brothers. You’ll care about each other as broth-
ers do, you’ll love each other as brothers do, and you’ll accept 
that whatever happened in the past makes no difference at all. 
Nobody was right and nobody was wrong. It was just lost time.”
I truly regret losing all those years because Marty’s sons are 
really into baseball. Even though they missed going on the road 
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and spending time with me, it was my loss. I love those kids very 
much and I could have been the best Uncle Al in the world. But 
the stupid feud between Marty and me stood in the way.
I’m not even sure how the whole argument started. We can 
talk about each of us being stubborn, not accepting what the 
other was saying. Maybe I didn’t do enough for Marty to facili-
tate a situation for him to get into the big leagues as an official, 
either the nba or organized baseball.
Marty became one of the best schoolboy officials in the state 
of New Jersey and is very happy. He and wife, Marie, and his sons 
are a magnificent family and he’s a great father. He may not have 
managed that had he gone on the road. That’s why I chose not to 
have any kids of my own; I didn’t think I could give them the 
time they deserved.
Because I never had any children of my own, my five nephews 
have been a big part of my life. Marty and Marie have two sons, 
Kyle and Casey; Jeff and his wife, Kathy, have three sons, Kevin, 
Michael, and Tyler Jacob (TJ)— and two granddaughters, Kate-
lyn and Keagan.
We have a very close- knit family. We are totally into each oth-
er’s lives. The miles that separate us don’t mean a whole lot. We 
chat often and stay close with each other, as families should.
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